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“Society’”. Kills
Faui Armstrong’s
Fet *‘Bulidog.”

T'S a wise author who knows his own play. Thils may have oocurred

I as an after-thought to Mr. Paul Armstrong, who on Saturday night

elbowed managers right and left as he led “Society and the Bulldog”

%o Daly's, where he wrote himself down on the programme ag admitting

his “responsibility for the production, the choice of the players and the
stage direction.”

F

The responsibllity of teing the author of this wild eastern play would have
‘ been quite enough in itself to rest on Mr. Armstrong's well-taflored shoulders.
'} !/As for the “production.’ you were left in some doubt as to which was the cook
';hnmy In Nevada and which Sherry's in New York. while “the cholce of the
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? players” wasn't as happy as it might have been. In fact, the Interesting adven- Daphne'
{ ture of the fearless author ended In SYNOP=RIS OF }’RB'EIH.\"? CHAPTILRS
/ 8 Phil'p Keith, a vounz physlelan Hvoes
general disappointment. M. A= | o hiz erratie, brilliant grandfather. Prof
strong may look like a robber baron, Keith, In the old family home facing Can-
but it is not likely that Broadway | tral Park. Phillp 8 about to marry Dapine
MAONAKe: will regard him as one after | Cuyler, an acknowindged beauty. H.e grand
what happened at Daly's, father Ir nding Daphne a pearl neckince tha
If the author-manager had only kept| ‘0% bef UL L aplibe Gehi LR il G
’ Lis pen in the West all might have| to her In her married name, which Is consd- |
" . - eredd A had amen Philip masnges the )os)
been well, for the first act in a Nevada | e ac of an inval.d cousin, Mrs. Marr,
[ cook €h © was at least Interesting to| whose ileirl  daughter. Ollve, secretiy
those who have not grown tired of the| loves nim and is madly jeu of D
sadly overworked stage miners Here u[n.!“ffh.::--:‘L.L‘;"rs--l:;':,.'x‘! :x 4 i !-:,Aq:n'-'*. ‘
Genevieve Farley cooked up her little | Pr fesesor  warns Philip o +  danger of
romance with the lung troubled arc ii- | r;.\;.l.-l:;l.ﬁu;“b:.(..:&,;““:r:\ n as Dapiune
tect from ti East, while her rather, | =
“BiIt F staggered in, dazed by | \ ”m
: the sun ar “b g strike, " to report CHAPI ER I1.
i bl el *d a mine that was rich Turk Belden.
\ enough 1t y any New York ex- N = =
; ove might run up In the - DGAR LE GRAND CUYLBR end
CRT IN T his wife. Dorothy Landon Cuyler, |
just steppea o0ff the stood in thelr fowar-decked suite!
Jast for a cup of tea Ol rooms in an upper west side famlly |
{ with “Bill" to “uring! 10t#l. The man looked about him with | \
\ at Sherry's, and now n“w.:uriud e-x;nrrs.?inn u.(‘ face. | '
that the architect had s-arted for New '4'.\#\ er .n.i‘n l,y 'l-.dg‘"nr.v xn‘xr:'nurc-‘l his
York w 1 waiting for Genev.eve to| &~ ot _‘“”‘,"}“"”""}' this final expense |
finish s e R e Al venties ; ends it all, at the altar we lay down |
\ man ¢ WAS no kecping the play our responsibility: Daphne passes to
i it , the protecton of a husbund., and we |
H Karmesy ’:”"‘_ Kk ALasRrg) s % :\eij “be free to enjoy our well-earned : :
1 t * AR 1Y vy b ' } |
William Farnum as Biil Farley. ,I‘\l,l‘ Ceor S0 “\v“;r;:“z.\)v-l* )!,.\f”)lru_f! “It is not such a postlon  us her | |
o Oy p—— - .5 the one “Iilli" had struck. All the gold h;-j,‘. scould have commanded Dor- | [
e el v jair of her eighiteen-karat head. She was all "0V i
¥ r e g ¥ her wa Perhaps not, dear, but when you {
ne as Mrs Vi ] c-elae and ney ig about her was Sriat Pl i 5 s {
- ght g N $0r < 1. thanks to Mr. Alf nan, as though he £ ’,“ SO itter o v "‘f" ul  so- )
1 last v ¢« musical comedy iam Farnum piayed (:1?.'» '\:n ?f ,'rc,'”,, hv:.nxr\" lfla.. !s' w.l'h' {
I : Al intshic anil (Herelw otne less familiap *‘tyvpes,” o f “"- “1'9":“.-; “:‘ -l.ﬂ\e‘ 7ot done | |
\ among them an amiahie Swede for. whom M. € Lindholm won the friend- i, SOTIEInEE S i LERsoRiflcan ] |
b 8hip of the:audfence t:l :nmlwrh‘-f!u:.oco does entall, and |
v content, kidgar.
) "\' ."' Ko S T L F ol hrg . *l “The doctor has not much fortune,'
| ]::\‘“_ ' ‘.\,"“:.,.\vl,." o & .: ': 3 ' the elderly and somewhat timorous
38 e =3 X uncle of Daphne protested.
out” at S t 1id a p £ !
'. S Ry whol But le has character, good family |
}cre:x'vl a lung ¢ids and and fine pprasgpects,”’ comforted Aunt
Pnis taitihful - 2 Dorothy, buttoning a long glove. “Be- |
T =t ey sides, the young pair are romantically ‘
g . in love."
t Jvonly came r Gene-
jeve o ¢ . T
[Veve ! e Has Millions!"
foared “1 wish,”" grumblrd Mr. Cuyler, ‘*Bel-
A N in d fem| >| den had appeared upon the scene a bit |
hine Armstrong caanot earlier—he has millions!" |
rl ! t g play tehed  the “Yes, but Mr. Stanley Belden is not a
,5-'-“1:- stuge s “'Savie S ! 8 marrying man, Edgar Moreover, hls
P pet “Buildog e r reputation is such as to make his at-
‘ painful to the audlence as \ ‘ | tentions injurious t any young girl."”
Genevieve, and {t was a relel when it ‘ “He fairly doted, though, on Daphne's f
broke up in a ge ! 'W Lowould | beauty,” persisted Mr. Cuyler.
Jhave raged the feelings of “RBeef ““Yes, just as he has doted on every
Bteak John Iy Genevieve's ma other exceplional beauty seen by him | |
ners ent by board w ) between his insolent youthi and blase
haughtily turned her back on ¢ poor age!" frowned Aunt Dorothy feeling
Jut honest architect W m s} be anxiously for the possible escape of a
feved to be a fort hunter | scolding look at the nape of her neck. |
Jut hie proved at he. wasn't by while he Iretted on.
oming to her Filth avenue home after | *lf Daphne had really exerted herself |
b iad paid for an ‘“en.sa || 8he might pussibly have brought him
roclaim ng BILL FARLEY BROKE to the point.”
and the Bulldog mine “worked out’ = y I “Fdgar!" exclaimed his wife, withan
e told Fariey that he wouldn't let Catherire Proctor as Genevieve  4ir of srended dignity, ‘‘our nlece,
1in take Genevieve ba Nevada Farley. Daphne, is not, thank (;od, the type of
bt hie loved her. and would go to work for her--tnat he would begin by taking girl that 'bring men to the point,’ as |
A thousand doliar Jub to pat Goihic trimmings on a brewery. Mr. Willlam B, You vulgarly put it. She s an un-
Mack bad the job of playing the archftect, and he wasn't particularly suited for %polled  well-bred girl, who has for-
pt. Neither was Miss Catherine Proctor a particularly sweet Genevieve, though f)u:;;‘n ll“ m:r :u:l’malnltemyuu‘xln‘;}lu\'c iu:‘
Ishe looked very much better at home In the last act than she did at Sherry's. alilp heith her foolishly high socla
| “Bill's” reward was a Laura Jean Libbey lady, who had remained l:m- to | ambition. And I am very glad that her | for the present and leave the future on  draperies away to the aenr:et MW]‘ITQY?:
Genevieve, and who loved "B for his “hrute force’  Her speech pbout ‘‘the MA4rriuge takes her veyond your Mr [the knees of the gods! Turn about. | the bride and her malds, “?‘11“"01; ojte-
, | primitive woman” was the funnfest thing in the play, Belden's  unwholesome intluence. lld«_ar; let me look vou over, You cer- laughing confusion and nt:en e‘s:s 'x‘.]'“
« There was some real humor, (hough most of Mr. Armstrong’s efforts in that Sreatly prefer that he should be ‘dot- | t&inly do your tailor credit. Why, Ed- fnent yaoiinecessary o7 8 r.m"y“ruz
ld”.(“‘”' n were extremely labored The author teok his futal step when he Ing' on the newast Parisiun discovery gar, your hack is as flat as it was on wedding was In fu'll'lm.‘ul,.:\i-‘:le (u;
jentered “soctety,” for he had nelther the hiteh nor the Fitch of the thing. There | Or some other sophisticated beauty. our wedding day!" gtrenuous and misguided assistance of |
CHARLIES DARNTON. And, though he pooh-poohed the re- four pretty madcap girls made the

IPaul tecame Paul-ine.
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May Manton’s Daily Fashions.
TR

made with
preakfast jacket and
.pklrt 1s one of the
most satis f actory
known. It ls both
attractive and com-
fortable and it 13
pdapted to the
washable materials
ghat are being made
or the coming sea~
pon and also to the
cashmere
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. Pannel,
4 the llke of Im-
jate wear. This
e ls both simple
nd smart and Is
esirable from every
3 int of view.
; The quantity of ma-
for

rlal required
e medium sizs 1s,

the jacket 37-8
rds 27, 81-4 yards
$2 or 21-8 yards #
inches wide; for the
rt 91-4 yards 27,
12 yards 32 or 4

871 is cut in sizes

inch Dbust
easure; skirt pat-
No. 5,768 1s cut
in sizes for a 22, 24
28 and % Inch
measure,

For Morning Wear—Patterns Nos. 5,877 and 5,768.

-~
Call or send by mall to THE BEVENING WORLD MAY MAN-
TON FASHION BUREAU, No. 21l West Twenty-third street,New
York. Bend ten cents in coln or stamps for each pattern ordered.
IMPORTANT~—Write your name and address plainly, and al-
ways specity gise wanted,

mark, his satisfaction was evident,
“And now,"” continued Mrs. Cuyler, “I
must run in to Daphne and see, since |

Before the Wedding.

““No, no, Edgar, 1 will listen to no
more moans. We could have done no
more for our own Ittle Lola, had she

dressing of the bride an lmpossibility.

| The Other Man.

she Is determined to wear the vell over| +«Oh, Aunt Dorothy!" she cried,
her face, whether the mald of honor | vwmake an effort, one more effort, to

lived, ‘}"_‘,lL-'——""‘"" done for your |or the bridegroom is to lift it.'* marry off your troublesome nlece!
brothier's ohfld. Had a good d"“"‘)" “Good heaven Dorothy, the bride- | Clear those crazy things out of the
been added to her looks she might have | groom, of course!” shouted Uncle Cuy- | room or I shall never be dressed in time
done better socially; but as it is she !ler. “The bridegroom lifts the vell, elss  for the ceremony! And If I am late

has the man of her own chol ¢, a man
who has force, determination and sin-
cerity, and who will make his power
felt In the world. So let us be thankful

| the old custom has no significance at

all!  Tell Daphne so!" | tend some patient and, like a foolish
“Yes—yes, 1 will, Edgar,” twittered | virgin, I shali be left standing outside

the wife, and tralled her shining gray the door! So out wit hthem, auntiel”

Philip will surely leave the altar to at-

| terest

| for was he not
{ unmarried?

“Belden’s JSullen

Ey es Caughtr and

Norted Her Grace of Motion.'"

The day before, Dr. Phllip Keith had
sald: “To-morrow Daphne will he my
wife and her beauty will cease to In-
ona but myself,” and had
meant at he sald, being an open-
nutured, clean-minded man, absolutely
without gulle or duplieity. Yet on this
very wedding day, on lower IFifth ave-
nue, In a great doubla mansion of
brown stone, whossa windows were
draped in fawn silk, and richly screened
with lace whoss beauty and value
made it worthy of a cardinal's wear-
Ing. a man stood looking out whose
whole nature was dominated by the
beanty of the girl going gladly to her
marriage with another man.

Hera wnas Mr. Stanley Belden, and
Daphne's beauty was the power that
was altering nall his plans and reshap-
Ing his tmmedlate future., In most men
guch a thing would bs {ncredible, but
Turk Belden, as his detractors called
him, was an ordinary man. Self
wns the god of his {dolatry. His am-
hitlon was to know the taste of every
pleasura the world could offer to man.

That he might nilss no joy of art or
music, he had trained his eye and ear
ns carefully as his palate. A linguist
of parts, he sought hls pleasure {n many
lands, nf many people. For poetry ot
high thoughts, exprassed In meladious,
flowing words, he had an appreciation
a8 keen as that he felt for the ex-
quisite bouquet of rare old wines. Not
wholly a carnalist, yet with his great
wealth and reflned licentiousness, he
was a sort of modern Sardanapalua

A Hint of the Orient.

In appearance a very dark man, with
a hint of the Orient In his slow-moving
thick-liddad, dark eves and heavy nose,
His jaw started all right and squars,
but tapered rap!dly to a pointed, deen-
dimpled chin, while above the full, red
lips of the gourmet was an
tionably dyed and waxed
Dressed with the perfect tnste that for-
hids comment, that dyed mustache
was a veritable solecism.

His mannep with women was gravely
courteous, almost courtly, while with
men he was insolent and cynical. He
divided the entire sex into two parties,
the men who borrowed from him,and
the men who tried to borrow People
who dis!tked him sakl he was Jewlsh-
he waa not. They sa'd his grandfather
had been a peddler—he had not

Stanley DBelden, this cultivated pleas-
ure lover, was the perfect fine flower of
weilth,

any
A\

not

three generatfons of inherited
two generations of bankers stood be-
tween that Belden who had worked
with willing hands to earn the money
tor his start in banking and this Im-
mensely wealthy wholly idle
whom the world dubbed gentleman and
who grata in hign social

WAaSs persona

places, Though he flouted soclety often, |

and made many incursgions into Bo-
hemia, still ne was ever smiled upon,

a man or muolons, and

unques- |
mustache. |

Belden, |

Perhaps eociety had even known, as
(dd his boon companions, of certain
| baser tastes that led him at long in-
| tervals to disappear from all haunts of
decency, and for a time to plunge alone
land reckless of danger {nto the low-
est depths of vice, where, like swine, all
wallowed tn degradation. When he rose
| to the surface again and returned to
| his  anxioua valet, haggard, wshaken,
| worn, he sought his great white bath
| with all the passionate ardor of a lover
! restored to a beloved mistress, and with
renewed zest revelled in the pleasures
qu a gentlaman.

A Woman-Worshipper,

Next to himeelf, Stanley Belden most
worshipped woman. The tense aexcite-
mant other men dound in the pursuit of
rreat game he found in the pursuit of
fomale beauty. His taste, though cultl-
vated, was most cathollo. The exquis-
itely modelled slenderness of an amber-
hued mald, with long almond eyes of
liquid darkness, won from him admira-
tion as keen as that he gave to some
coronetted, Hebe-llke creaturs with the
wild-rose tint in her cheek; and smiling
his discreet and meaning smile he had
gone triumphant on his contented way
through years as full of golden pleas-
ures as a meadow may be full of golden
buttercups.

Untll one day—a few years azo-he
knew the date exactly, for his tortured
vanity would not let him forget even
the hour In which he first endured a
woman's contemptuous laughter. He
tiad changed; & sullen resentment came
into his eyes. With men he became
more savagely cynical than before. He
Erew morosely reserved.

All forms of excitement he had worn
onit, save only gambling, and even that
was an acquired taste, for his was
not the world-forgetting mad passion
of the born gambler. 8o with senses
| sated he secretly counted himself dead
In life.

And mo blase embittered, bored he
had early In October gathered a stax
Iparty of friends about him on his
yacht, the Siren, and returned to
| America, opening up the old Fifth ave-
! nue mansion for the winter, and ap-
proving plans for the Improvement of the
| Newport cottage, where he proposed
| to establish his widowed aunt, Mrs.
w'll.-n’tlc-y Dunham; for though she was
very old, she loved soclety with an un-
dying love, and would frivol with the
frivolous to her last breath of life;
and to act as hostess for her nephew
| Stanley would indeed be a large and
!stately feather in the old lady's girlsh
hieadgear.

The Meeting.

And then in one of his blackest moods
| he met Daphne Cuyler,
He had escorted his aunt to a charity

sold her wstall,

‘!mnnr that evening, and Daphne, hav-|

ing everything from

Clara Morris.
closed and left ft, strolling through

the rooms to see what other girl deal-
ers had still to offer to buyers, when
Belden's sullen eyes caught and noted
her grace of motion. Therte was sorne-
thing delicately sensuous in the alight
swaying of her roundesd bhips omd

through Belden's nrind flew the thought
“She walks Mitse & onrviar of water.
jars!

He had followed her persistently,.-end
at last, where a baloonisd window bad
been turned Into an alcove by the aid
of encircling tall palms and
plants, their two names had
mured, and the giri, who
her gloves in the Interest
making, seelng the courtly, eldesly
tleman bowing bafore her made
ly offer of a bare little hand.

In the moment of realistng her
beauty—lo, & miracle! For along the
dull, numb nerves there ran a thefll of
1ifa, of rapture keen %o anguishi The
man's face flushed a Aull, dark red, 8
vein stood out ke a letter “Y™ upom
his brow, purplish bdlack and chrobbing
visibly. He thrust his fingevs {neide his
collar and dragged its pressure from-his
throat

Daphne exchimed: “You are not well,
Mr. Belden—will you not sit here be-
neath the lowered window a few
ments?’

But he muttered some word
and left the building. leaving
riage and men to await his
with irregular steps sought
He heard his own voice repeating
and over, “Was dead and am alive
again! Was dead and am allve again!"
He saw very dimly, and, putting up his
hand, found his eyes were wet.

A Mad Vigil.

Once In his own mpartment he paced
for hours back and forth. Once he saw
quite clearly the stupld beauty of that
ox-eyed thing, bought by his gold, who
had mocked him flve years ago, and for
the first time he falled to curse the
very thought of her—only shrugged his
shoulders contemptuously. and called up
the memory of those splendid sapphire-
blue eyes, with tiny glints of light ris-
Ing from their depths as tiny beads and
bubbles rush upward through ambe;
wine; called up the picture of the
proud voung mouth: counted tha hours
that must pass ere he could seo her
again and realize every detail of the
amazing beauty of this unknown child,
whose slender hand had pushed aside
the blank, dead years that, like a great
stone, had closed him as in a sepulchra

Then, suddenly, !'n his shaken mind
there sprang up an {inquiry of such
flerce Import as paled his very Hps with
fear. Did this restoration to the joy of
life mean manhood unqualified, inde-
pemdent, with freedom to count the
world once more the storehouse of his
pleasures, or was that moment’s rapture
but an episodic ephemera, putting a
sharper edge upon his dull hatred for
those who secretly fleered at him? Was
he once more worthy of his own weor-
ship, or would to-morrow see him back
gloomy, taciturn at the stupld, joylems
routine of pretended llcrmse and excess?

Once he selzed his hat, and, knowing
well the night life of the city as 8
A. M., meant for the moment to put
his fate to the touch—but stopped sud-
denly, sneering, ‘‘Courage does not
thrive on woman's scorn! Malewolent
langhter at my expense to-night would
glve me the hands of a strangler! I
know my fate soon enough: whether
bond or freel”

And so walked and @reamed opan-
eyed, alternately thrilling with raptuse,
or chilling with dread, until at
early dawn he had cast himself a mod-
ment among the cushions of a couch
and fallen asleep, to the shocked ameame
of Anton, who had watted all the night
for his master's summons,
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(To Be Continued.)

Mr. and Mrs. Jarr Discuss and Settle the ““Sitting Up With a Sick Friend’’ Gag.

|

nica fellows that have been in the office
! for vears,” sald Mr. Jarr, “‘but you|
{don't know them "

‘ “l suppose 1 don't, If they are nice

fellows,” sald Mrs., Jarr.
| “Ilug It seems strange that there are
three of them sick at onoce, and you

have to sit up with them, Haven't they
nurses?"

“*Oh,

““hut they
them; they

Mr.
want around
are just sitting up themselves.'"

sald Jarr

friend

ves,"

their

“How can you sit up wilth three sick
men, 15 {t a hospital?" asked Mrs. Jarr,

By Roy L. McCardell. | 8ome women have it easy in this world, | time, I can tell you. I do most of the “You know T didn't mean vou,' :nM
H E F]""d yet to hiear them complain and say | work in this house, and what with you | Mr, Jarr, “so why talk that way? I
4 T ¢ ““,.\:- life wasn't worth Iiving you'd think | and the ohildren, and doing this and | know yon do the best you can, and 80
l: ("h;“ that all care and sorrow in this world toing that, I'm fairly run off my feet. | do I, and, as I was :..;,Hfu ,\:u‘n: I' !H:I.‘-{"
ffice Lave pnei- was on their shoulders." Look at the other people around here | be l:\t-j to ':;; ! ..\~: 1' 8 \ T.‘rk.”n sl
n.mnlu." sald Mr. “So 1t Is when people have no oceu and see how they keep two and three A;;.». with :h‘. A'n \‘ '.‘,, ! : .”.. ‘1( ke
Jarr very gravely Fation to take up their time, who dc | servants at least, and they not having Is "t L:’ ;.\l 1" @ )
as he left home nol even read, who have no interests i | half the work there Is to do in this | Leeper?” asked Mrs. Jarr e o
the other morn- life except to eatland sleep and dress | house! It's a wonder how I get through "Oh, no; vou dor know these fel-
ing. ““Of course and pamper their vanity and worry | It. Everybody says that! But 1 won't | lows’ replied Mro Jarr
they haven't It over imaginary troubles,' said Mr. Ja: comyplain, I'lIl keep at it till T break “It's that Tompkins then, T know.'
very bad, only “If you mean me by those slurs,” | lown, and then maybe you'll be sorr: ald Mrs, Jarr  “Waell, it's no wonder
light attacks - sald Mrs. Jarr, “vou are very mu- that you spoke as you did about me {s sick, the way he drinxs!”
still it's my turn | mistaken, I have plenty to take up my ' sitting in Idleness!" SIt isn't Tompkins: itU's three fellows, |
to sit up with | AL T . e ket e e
them, and I'm/| - a .
aste o b0 et H] You Tried The New Fruits From West Indies?
maybe all night.” ave Ou 1
“Who came and sat up with you

when you were sick?' asked Mrs, Jarr.
“You are an old softy, that's what you

are. Anybody can impose on you! ¥
“Ol. well, you see,”' answered Mr,
Jarr. 1 wasn't very sick, just a little
cold that passed away as It came.”
“Yes, It passed away as it came with
ma losing three nights eleep and not
e chance to close my eyes or take a
nap !n the daytime )tke some women
do!" remarked Mrs. Jarr with more |

u;(.,-m_v. |
*It's no wonder Mrs. 8tryver can look
so well, She, with her six servante to |
walit on her, and she doesn't even have
to button her own boots! Or for Mrs,
Kittingly, for that matter, who has a |
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mald at her elbow, and who never gets Mammee Apple. Jack Fruit. Mangosteen.
iR, G Roph: BiG "w-l.1 UpSIiheg Tage T is about the size of A& mango!d wurzel, and T {s shaped Mke & marrow. When out through HIS (s a reddish-brown fruit about '.hel fﬂz':
m‘,'l\’:\‘;:gu{h:ozn:lllti?'?u:iked Mr, Jarr I looks vary much like a big potato not only in I its entire length it is found to be full of pips, i an apple, having a Lhick' fleshy rinc .nui
N ' t th ;nn.ld"' r; Mod h&r- shape but also in color. It can be eaten raw whioh, when roasted, are very much like al- a white julcy pulp of a delicate swoet A
+ "nro know. wh.o 1 :1..‘ well as a fruit and ft also makes excellent jam. A monds in flavor. The jack tree belongs to the acdd flavor. There is only one tree in the West In-
i on: Mrs. Kittingly Well, spirituous dquor {s- distilled from the flowers, breadfrult family.—From Lenden Sphers, Qes. hut it could be grown as the sell is favorable,
enough—tha 3 S
\ .\
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| Know the

suspiciously.

“Certainly not,” esaid Mr. Jarr. ‘“They
all llve together, I think—keep bache-
lor's hall—they’'re not married.”

"Toung snips?'' suggested Mrs. Jarr,

“Well," sald Mr. Jarr, shaking his
head, ''they are young, but they are
not snips. They feel bad I haven't been
to se¢ them, so I promised to come
to-night."”

“You think It will cheer them up
eh?" sald Mrs. Jarr. “You will keep
the Invalids amused; you will give them
medicine 7**

“"Well—er—yes,
mared Mr, Jarr,

“You can’'t fool me, Mr. Jarr,” re-
marked the good lady. ‘*The way you'll
amuse them will be to let them win

money from you at cards, And
medicine you'll give them! Huh,
well 1 know what kind of medicine that
will be! Three young men il with
jweumonia! Three young men 1 do not’
lknow! Threa office mates I never heard

! Mayba you do not know that Mg,
tangle told his wife the same satory
itbout tonlght yesterday, and she was
oollsh enough to belleve it!'

“Oh, well, If you are golng to object
‘o my doing a charitable thing''— he-
gan Mr. Jarr,

"I do not!"” snapped Mrs, Jarn. *“WAnd
the most charitable thing you can do
is to come home when your work le
rough, Come right home. Il yo
ar? If you do not come home, I'l

reason why!"
all right!)’’ satd e,

I suppose eo!'" stam-

the

he

*Oh, all right,
Jarr nervously

And uh.bo vlvl:ilkodd to nholzrubm the
1ol oa own on . Rangle'
';’m ureness would have uﬁoundnz




